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JOHN of BADENYON's GarLaxp. 


*. of Badenyon 


HEN firſt that I became a man 
years or fo, 

I thonghr n a handſome youth, 
And fain the world would know; 

I deck'd myſelf in beſt attire, 

Wich ſpirits briſk and gay, 5 

And here, and there, and every where; 
Was like a morn in May. 

; I had no care nor fear of want, Ar 
But rambled up and down; D 

And for a Beau I might have paſt, 
In country or in town; oat 

I ill was pleaſed where Cer I went, 
And when I was alone, 

I tun'd my pipe and pleas'd myſclf, 
With John of Badenyon. 


Now in the days of youthful potte, 
A miſtreſs I moſt find, 


On Philis air, above the reſt, 


Kind fortune fix d mine eyes; 


Her piercing beauty ſtruck my breaſt, 
And he became ay cer 


"1 #1 
= | To Cupid then with hearty pray'r, 
I offer'd many a vow; 
And daac'd and ſung, aud figh'd and ys 
— As other lovers do. 
But when I came to breathe my flame, 2 
I found her cold as ſtone, | > 


L left che girl and tun'd my pipe, 
To John of Badenyoa. 


When love had thus my heart betray'd, 
With fooliſh hopes and vain; 

To friendſhip's Port I ſteer'd wy courſe, 
And laugh'd at lover's pain. 

A friend 1 got by lucky chance, 
Tas ſomething like divine, 

An honeſt friend's a precious gift, 
And ſuch a gift was mine. 

And now whatever might detide, 
A happy man was I, 

In any ſtrait I knew to whom 
I freely might apply. 

A ſtrait ſoon came, I try'd my friend, 
He heard, and ſpurn'd my moan, 

I turn'd away and tun'd my pipe, 
To John of Badenyon. 


I thought I ſhould be wiſer next, 
And would a patriot turn 
Began to doat on Johnny Wilks, 
And cry up Parſon Horn. 
Their manly courage I admicY, 
|  Approv'd their noble zeal, 
Who had with flaming 2 d Pen, 
Maintaig'd the Nr wei.) * 


( 4.) 
But e er a month or two was paſt, | 
I found myſelf betray'd. 
'T was ſelf and party after all, 
For all the ſtir they made, 
But when I ſaw the factious knaves 
Inſult the very throne, 
I curs'd them all and tun'd my pipe 
To John of Badenyon. ; 


What to do next I mus'd a while, 
Still hoping to ſucceed; 

I pitch'd on books for company, 
And gravely try'd toread. 

I bought and borrow'd every where, 
And ſtudied night and day; 


* Ne'er miſ$s'd what Dean or Doctor wrote, 


That happened in my way. 
Philoſophy I cow eſteem'd, 
The ornament of youth, 
And carefully through many a page, 
I hunted after truth. 
A thouſand various ſchemes I try'd, 
And yet was pleas'd with none, 
Ithrew them by and tun'd my pipe, 
To John of Badenyon. 


And now ye youngſters every where, 
Who want to make 2 ſhow, _ 

Take beed in time nor vainly hope, 
For bappineſs below. 

What you may fancy pleaſure here, 
Is but an empty name; 

For girls and friends, and books alſo, 

You'll find them all the fame. 


Then 


C91 
Then be adris'd and warning take, 


From ſuch a man as me, 

'm neither Pope nor Cardinal, 
Nor one of high degree. 

You'll find diſpleaſure every where, 

Then do as l have done, 


E'en tune your pipe arid pleaſe yourſelf, 
To John of N | 


The Inſulted Sailor. 


HEN my money was ſpent ! had gain'd in the wars, 
And the world gan to trawn on my fate; 
[What matter'd my zeal and my honoured ſcars, 
When indifference ſtood at the gate. 
The face that would ſmile when my purſe was well lin 'd 
Shew'd a different aſpect to me, 
And when [ cou'd nought but ingratitude find, 
1 hy'd me again to the ſea, 


thought it unwiſe to repine at my lot, 

Or to bear with cold looks on the ſhore. 

So I pack'd up the trifling remains I had got, 1 
And a trifle, alas, was my ſtore; . 

handkerchief held all the treaſureT had, 

On a ſtick o'er. my fhouider l threw, © 
Away I then trudg'd with a heart rather ſad, 

|| To join with ſome ſhip's jovial crew; 


The ſea was lefs troubled by far than my mind, 
And when the wide main I ſurvey'd. 
could not heip thinking the world was unkind, 
And fortune a ſlippery jade. 
nd I vow'd if once more I could take her in N 
I would let thoſe ungratetul ones ſee, 
hat the turbulent winds and the billows could new, 
More kindneſs than they had for me. 
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The Topſails ſhiver in the Wind. 


HE topfails ſhiver in the wind, 
The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea, 15 
But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind : 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee, 
For tho' thy ſailor's bound afar, 
Still love ſhall be his leading ſtar. 


Should landſmen enter, when we're ſail'd, 
O doubt their artful tales; 
No gallant ſailor ever fail'd, 
love breathes conſtant gales; 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 


Which ſteers my heart from pete to pole. 


Sirens in every port we meet, 

More fell than rocks and waves, 
Bat ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 
Are lovers and not ſlaves; 
ſhall ſubdue, 
with you. 


No foes our coura 
Altho' we left our 


Thefe are our cares, but if your kind, 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main, 

"The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 

The powers of France and Spain. 

Now Britain's glory reſt with you, 

Our ſails are full—ſweet girls * 


* 


— 
2 


E Winds, ye waves that waft 
My ſailor o'er the main, mo 


FI 
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Anſwer to the Topfails Giver the Wir 1 


87 
O be propitious to my prayer. 
And ſend him back 2 
: Nought but his preſence can contronl, 
The boding fears of Mary's ſoul. 


{| Where'er thou goes with thee my heart 5 
Tho? diſtant Climes ſhall roam, 
In all thy dangers bear a part, 
My boſom ſtill its home, 


For thee my virgin-pray'rs ſhall riſe, 
And daily importune the ſkies, 
No flatt'ring tale ſhall ſooth my ears, 
Nor move my conſtant mind, 
Thy Image ſtill my Boſom bears, 
And ever will be kind,” 
My rathful heart is ill thy own, 
It beats for thee and thee alone. 


Oh ! when my ſtreaming eyes beheld | 
The ſtately bark ſet ſail, - 
With unfurl'd canvas ſpread and ſwell'd 
Before the riſing Gale, 
My tortur'd Breaſt then figh'd to you, 
A long perhaps a laſt adieu 


Ye foaming Billows ceaſe to rage, 
Be ſtil! thou daſhing main, 

Ye ftorms for him your wrath aſſuag 
Ye winds your force reſtrain, 
May ev'ry blaſt unfelt ariſe, 
And weak as Mary's tender ſighs, 


3 time, to bleſs my arms, 
eſtore the generous youth, 
Unblemiſh'd by the Syrens charms, 
His _— N 1 
e guardian Gods, my Love reſtore, 
O grant me this Laſk ne more, 


1%} > 
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How Sweet's the Took that meets Return. 


HEN firſt 1 ken'd young sandy 8 face, 

He ſung and look d wi' fic a grace, 
He ltole my heart, but did na care, 
The lad he loo' a laſs more fair. | 
And oft I ſung o'er brae and bourn, | 
How ſweet's the love that meets return! 

He lov'd a laſe wi' fickle mind, 

Was ſometimes cauld, and ſometimes kind, 
Which made the love- ſic laddy rue, 
For ſhe was cauld, when he was true, 
He mourn'd and ſung o'er brace and bourn, 
How ſweet's the love that meets return ! 


One day 2 pretty wreath he twin'd, 
Where cowtlips with ſweet lilacks join'd ; 
To make a garland for her hair, 

But ſhe refus'd the gift ſo fait; 
Such ſcorn, he cry*d, can ne'er be borne, 
But ſweet's the Jove.that meets retura! 


Juſt then be met my tell-tale een, 
And love ſo true, is ſooneſt ſeen, 
Dear laſs, ſaid he, my heart is thine, 
When thy ſoft wiſhes are like mine; 
Now Jenny in her turn may mourn, 
For ſweets the love that meets return! 


My anſwer was both. frank and kind, 

I Jov'd the lad, and tell'd wy mind, 

To kirk we went wi' hearty glee, 

And wha ſa bleſt as he and me, 

Now blithe we ſing o'er'brac and bourn, . 
How ſweet the love that meets return. 
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